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LOG OF THE PILGRIMS

EXTRACTS FROM THE RARE DIARY
BEING RESTORED TO AMERICA.

*

Interesting Detnils of One of the Most

Remarkable Vovyages Ever
ILndertalhen,

>

New York Herald.

Of all the stupendous undertakings ever !
| first, In ye

attempted by humanity: of ail the stolc
heroirm exhibited by the world's heroes;
of all the moral courage and force of char-
acter displayed by man or woman; of all
the martyrdoms for the sake of a principle
-—nothing has ever excelled In bravery the
wonderful exploit of that small band of
English religious exiles known to us as the
Pilgrim Fathers, who risked the perils of
the vast Atlantic and sought the Inhos-
pitable shore of an uncxplored and savage
land that they might be left in peace to
worship God after their own fashion.

It is difficult i these days, with our more

worldly and perhaps more egotistical edu- |

cation, to comprehend the spirit which
urged the Puritans in 1heir act of despera-
tion, for desperate It certainly was., I won-
der how many there are among us to-day
who would be willing to set =ail in a frail
bark of a hundrad tong to found a colony
in an unsettled ard savage part of Africa.
The analogy is permissible. America meant
no more to those exiles that Africa means
to us=,

Ever if they succeeded in crossing the
ocecn safely théy knew there was none to
welcoos them on their arrival. No hotels
or habitations to find shelter in, no food and
no fire save what they themselves could
provide. On the contrary, it was more than
probable that the Indlans would attack
them fiercely wherever they attempted to
Jand. Yet all these considerations did not
deter them. What is more, these people
were not of the pauper class that usually
Jeaves its country to seek a home in dis-
tant lands. Most of them were well to do,
delicately nurtured and accustomed to lux-

urfes, and nearly all traveled with two or
more servants. Well may Goverdor Drad-
ford have said in his chronicle: ]

“May not and ought not the children of
these fathers rightly say: ‘Our forefathers
were Englishmen which came over this
great ocean and were ready to perish in this
wilderness." "’ !

It is in a Jlary kept by William Bradford,
one of its passengers and second Governor
of the first New England colony, that the
woniderf::] story of the voyage of the May-
flower from England is found, and it is this
precious record, which fFemained in manu-
script form for over two hundred years ‘amtl
then mysteriously disappeared, that Eng-
land has just congented to restore to us.

The Herald has already told the story of
the loss and the finding of this precious
document, generally known as the “log of
the Mayflower.”

THE BRADFORD DIARY.

The fascinating narrative as told by Gov-
ernor Bradford begins with the struggles of
the Nonconformists, or Puritans, in Eng-
land for independence. On the ascension of
James I to the throne of England the Puri-
tans had great hn;n:ex that the severities of
Elizabeth toward them would be modified,
In this, however, they were disappointed.
James bore them little favor. He saw in

their tenets a leaning toward republicanism
and censure for his own profligacy and ex-
travagance. So he adopted the most severe

measures against them, afd finally, prose-
cuted and harassed wherever they dared to
do worship in their own way, in 1607 a num-
ber of them fled from England and settled
in Leyden, Holland, where for twelve years
they lived in comparative comfort.

T‘ﬁey were kindly treated by the Duteh,
but they soon found that their fellow-Puri-
tans in England preferred their bondage
in England to life in a foreign country,
and thus they began to think of removing
to another land where théy would be in less
danger of losing their ldentity of race.

Some of them, however, were afraid of
the journey and also of the dangers to be
encountered on arrival These objections
to the scheme are recorded at length by
Governor Bradford in his journal. He
writes:

“Others, from their reasons and hopes
conceived, labored to stir up and encourage
the rest to undertake and proszsecute the
szme; others againe, out of their fears, cb-
ected against it and sought to divirte from
t, aledging many things, and those neither
unreasonable nor unprobable, as that it was
:Jreat designe and subject to many incon-

vable pirelles and dangers, as, besides
the cuunitlea of the seas, the length of the
voyage was such as the weuke bodys of
women and other persons worn out with
age and traville equld never be able to en-
dure, and even if they should survive the
voyage the miseries of the land which they
should be ex imto would be hard to he
borne, and likely to consume and utterly
1o ruin them, for thwere they should be liable
to famine, nakednsss and want."”

The question of raising suf@cient money
for so great a vorage was also a grave ob-
stacle, but the gloomy picture drawn of
the dangers to be Incurred and the prudent
reasoning of their leaders did not deter that
determined band of religlous enthusiasts
from the purpose.

“All greate and honorable actions.” thtery
replied, *“are accompanied by greate dif-
ficulties. The dangers are greate, but not
des te: the difficulties are many, but not
invineible.”

The 8 jard at that time was threaten-
ing Holland with another war, and he,
they argued, might prove as cruel as the
American savage. And so was declded
upon the immeortal voyvage that was des-
tined to found one of the greatest nations
of the earth.

After praying God for direction and as-
fistance they discussed what particnlar
part of America thr»z; should go to. Some
suggested Guiana, it being & rich and warm
climate; others favored Virginia, which
was already settled. Guiana was objected
to as bein_g too hot for English people, and
also from fear of Spanish jealousy. And,

then, if they went to Virginia they would-

be in as great danger of persecution on ace-
count of religion as if they staved in Eng-
Yand, and perhaps in worse. But Virginia
was chosen, and two agents—Rohert Cush-
man and John Carver—were sent to Eng-
land to pray the King and the Virginia
Company to grant them a patent, with spe-
cial religious rrivileges
James was g.ad enough to be rid of them.
but refused to authorize by public act the
relllrlnus freedom they asked. He prome.
. however, to telerate their practices
as long as they were peaceful. The Puri-
tans soon heard that certain lords had ob-
talned a grant from James of the north
ﬁ‘" of Virginia, which they wauld call
ew England, and here they decided they
would ge.

THE PILGRIMS SET SAIL.

After much parleying all the details for
the voyage were finally completed. A small
ship (the Speedwell) was bought and fitted
in Holland, and another (the Mayilower)
was hired in London. The few days pre-
vious to their departure were spent in
prayer. Then “ye last day.” sayvs Brad-
ford, “ye time being come that they must
depart, they were accompanicd by most of
their brethren out of the citie to Deifta
Haven, thirty-six miles from Amsterdam,
wher ye shi;ﬂ.‘ ‘a}' ready to receive them.
Bo they left that goodly pleasant eitde
which had been the resting place near sev-
enteen years, but they knew they were pil-
rims and looked not much on those thiags
ut lifted up their eves to the hewvens
:gtl-rlirugg-an-st countrie and quieted their

When the pilgrims
haven they found the ship. Bvervthing
Was ready. Hoisting sail. the axiles soon
arrived at Southampton, where fhey found
the Maytlower with the rest of thelr com-
pany. Here they expected to obtain some
money 0o pay off certain debts incurred,
but there was some disagreement concern-
Ing the patent, and to clear the harbor
they were foreed to sel! some of i ir pro-
vislons. €Yy Wrole concerning this: “We
are in such a stralt at present as we are
foreed to sell away sixty pounds worth of
our provisions to clear ye Haven and with-
al put ourselves upon greuat eXtremities,
BCATCe haVan any huttf'r, ne ovie not a sole
to mend a shoe, Dor every man a sword to
* his side, wanting many muskets, much

mours, ete,”

Finally, everything being settled., the
company was called togelher. The pligrims
were distributed between the two ships as
it was thought best. They also chose a
governor and two assistants for ench ship
te maintain discipline among the people on
the voyage and to see after tho provisions
and so forth. These details belng terpii-
nated, they set sall on Aug. 5 14w,

The two vessels had hardly lost slght of
the coast when the Speedwell was found to
be [.aklnf)_ und they were forced to Jrut
back to artmouth. Repalrs were made,
and again the ships turned their bows west.
ward. But before long the Speedwell onee
more sprung a lesk. and, the ship being

rdlﬂd W00 unseaworthy for such a vovag.,
was decided to dismiss her and proceed

arrived at Delfts-

iar-

|

]
|
'

in the Mayflower alone. So they put back
into Plymouth, transferred to the Mayflow-
er as much of the other ship's provigions
as rould be stowed away, and then deter-
mined who among the passengers should be
left behind, for the Mayflower could not
carry all

The discouraged and the nervous were
s00ir weeded out, and on Sept. 6 the May-
flawer once more hoisted sail and stood out
to sen.

MAYFLOWER'S PASSENGER LIST.

One of the most interesting features of
Governor Brudford's records is the full
passenger list of the' Mayflower, giving, as
it does, the names and soclal status. The
st Is prefaced by the compiler with the
following words:

“The names of those which came over
year 1620, and were by the bless-

ing of God the first beginners and (In a

sort) the foundation of all the plantations

and colonjes of New England and their
families:"

Mr. John Carver, Katherine his wife and
tWOo man servants.

Wiliiam Bradford and Dorothy his wife

i\r!r. Edward Winslow and Elizabeth his
wife,

Mr. William Brewster, Mary his wife, and
two son=, Love and Wresling.

Mr. Isaak Allerton, Mary his wifey and
three children,  Bartholomew, Remember
and Mary. |

Captain Miles Standish and Rose hls wife,

John Alden, a ship's cooper,

Mr. Samuel Fuller.

Mr. Christopher Martin, wife and serv-
ants.

Mr., Willlme Mullins, wife and two chil-
dren, Joseph and Priscilla,

Mr. Williara White, Susanna his wife, =on
nl;-isol\'u.l and infant Peregrine, born on the
ship.

Mr. Richard Warren.

John Howland.

todger Wilder,

Mr. Stephen Hopkins, Elizabeth his wife
and four children, Giles, Constanta, Dama-
ris and Oceanus, the Iast born at sea.

dward Tillie, Ann his wife and two chil-
drén, Henry and Humility.
bJ;;tul Tillie, his wife and daughter Eliza-

* 1.

Francis Cook and his son John.

Thomas Rodgers and his son Joseph,

Thomas Tinker, wife and son.

John Ridgedale and Alice his wife.

Edward Fuller, his wife and son Samuell.

John Turner and two sons,

Francis Eaton, Sarah his wife and his
son Samuell,

James Chilton, wife and daughter Mary.

John Crackston and son John.

John Billington, Ellen his wife and two
sons, John and Francis.

‘An-] these servants—Moses Fletcher, John
Goodman, Degory Priest, Thomas Wililams
Gilbert Winsiow, Edmund Margzesm, Peter
Browne, Richard Butteridge, George Soule,
Richard Clarite, Richard Gardiner. John
A‘ll--rmn and Thomas English (seamen),
Edward Dotey and Edward Leicester.

Speeding before a brisk and favorable
wind, the Mayflower was soon well on her
way to the lund of promise, and the pil-
grims, distressed as they must have been
in their eramped and unaccustomed quare
ters, supported everything without com-
piaint, or if they did complain Governor
Bradford does not chronicle it, except to
remark that most of the passengers suf-
fered from seasickness., One of the gailors
a brutal fellow, cursed the people as they
Iny writhing on the decks and told them
he hoped half of them would be overboard
before the journey was over. “God pun-
ished his wickedness,” says Bradford, “‘for
he dyed on ye voyage and was thrown over-
board himself.”

A spéll of tine weather followed, and for a
wreek or more the Mavflower cut her wav
through the trackless ocean, sped on by a
pleasant bregze.  The exiles spent their
time discussing their plans for the future.
A child was born about this time and was
named Ocennus, in honor of the Atlantic.
Then the ship ran into ugly weather, which
soon developed into a storm. The frail
bark was tossed on the huge waves like a
cork, the seas washed over her continuous-
ly, flooding the cabins and threatening
every Iinstant to engulf the wvessel., The
sailors began to lose heart and murmur.
The ship, they said, was not intended for
so long a voyage and was not seaworthy.
They gathered in groups apart on the deck,
and signs of open mutiny began to show
themselves. So the chiefs of the pilgrims
held a consultation and decided to continue
at all hazards, the voyage now being half
over. They succeeded in convincing the
sailors that their interest was to complete
the voyage, as they would not receive their
wages if they insisted on going back.

“80." the narrative continues, *“‘they (the
exiles) committed themselves to ve will of
God and resolved to proceed. In sundrie of
these storms the winds were so furious and
‘e sensg so high, as they could not bear a

not of sails, but were forced to anchor for
diverse days together. And in one of them,
as they thus lay at anchor, in a mighty
storm, a lustie voung man (called John
Howland), coming upon some occasion
above ye gratings was with a roll of ve
ship thrown into the sea, but it pleased God
that he caught hold of the topsail halliards
which hung overboard and ran out M‘
length; vet he held his hold (though he was
sundry fathoms under water) till he was
held up by the same rope to the brim of
the water and then with 2 boat hook and
other means got into the ship again and his
life saved.”

CAPE COD SIGHTED.,

Early in November, and after ;nan}'
weary weeks of this continual battle with
the elements they at last sighted land.
which proved to be Capé Cod. The joy of
the poor exiles may be well imagined by
those familiar with the Atlantic trip. Even
in these days, when it is little more than a
luxurious ferry, how eagerly one rushes to
the ship's side when land is seen. What,
then, must these poor exiled peopls have
felt after being eooped up for two months
in what nowadays we should hesitate to

navigate the sound in. Governor Bradford
describes their feelings as “‘not a little joy-
full,” which is eloquent enough.

Unfamillar with the coast, the master,
after some deliberation with the chiefs, re-
solved to tack about ship and stand south,
to acek some place near the Hudson river
for their habitation. But after holding on
this course for some time the master was
intimidated by the numerous shoals and
rocky coast and turned back toward the
cape, Hnally reaching the cape harbor in
sarety on Nov. 11

“Being thus arrived,” the narrative goes
on, “in good harbor and brought safe to
land, they fell upon their knees on the deck
of the ship and blessed the God of heaven
who had brought them over the vast and
furious ocean.”

On the days that followed the women and
children made no attempt to land, but par-
ties of the men went ashore in the boat to
look for a suitable landing place. The first
to land was a body of sixteen of the passen-
gers, headed by Captain Standish. They
were all well armed and ready for an at-
tack by the Indians, whom they saw, but
who fied on thelr approach.

Finaully, after many days' reconnoitering,
the scouts fixed upon the place now known
as Plymouth as a suitable settlement, and
on Nov. & (Forefathers' day) they began
to erect the tirst habitations for the colony,
and on Dec. 11 the whole of the plligrims
landed on Plymouth rock and laid the first
stone in the mighty editice known to-day as
the United States of America.

Thus was commenced and successfully
ended one of the most marvelous under-
takings of any/age, a feat which Americans
will always speak of with pride and the
story of wnich will be told and retold as
long as this Nation does endure,

O

CARTOONS ARE

HOW MADE.

John T. MeCuntcheon Gives Away the
Secret at Chicago.
Chicago Inter Ocean.

John T. McCutcheon gave a talk on “How
to Make a Cartoon™ at the Central Y. M.
C. A. building last night. It was illustrated,
the cartoons falling from his charcoal with
rather more ease than the words fell from
his lips,

“The first thing in the morning."” he said,
“the cartoonist reads the papers and gets
from them four or five ideas to submit to
the editor. These are generally on the lead-
ing toples of the day—the Grecian war, the
Humphrey bills, or the doings at the City
Hall at present—though he sometimes
sirays 1o lesser subjects, like the weather
or Easter. The managing editor looks ut
them, Aind may choose one, or may discard
them nll, or he may have some |dea of his
own which he thinks more important—this
is ‘f}rv;lun-ntly the ease.'" Mr. MeCutcheon
sImited,

“When they have agreed on something,
he makes the preliminary sketch on rough
paper, with little regard for artis=tic merit.
He may draw four or tive pairs of legs or
arms  as his conception of the picture
changes, till to the ordinary person who
did nor understand which pailr was wanted
the plcture would be utterly unintelligible.”

Mr. MeCutchson drew a kind of Slamese
twin., with two bodies, six legs and four
arms, which would have made a dime mu-
seum man wild with delight. The audience
went wild with delight, too: it felt that it
waus at last getting at the heart of art,

The artist explained with {llustrations the
tricks by which prominent men were indi-
ented by cartoonists—a  large hat and
whiskers meant Benjamin Harrison; a
hulging forehead and shageyvy evebrows,
MeRinley; a certaln rotundity of form,
Cleveland; plain whiskers, Hesing, and so
on. He omitted to mention the names on
(e eollars of their vietims, which enabled
o0 many cartoonizts to be fully inteliigible.

In answer to a question from the audl-

nee the speaker explained the method of

ransferring the finished picture to a zink
plate by photography, and then etehing it in
vith acid, He also, by request, drew many

f his vwn ereations—Pink Marsh., the
[.ush, Bathhouse John and George Ade.

NIGHT WORKERS' WIVES

WOMEN IN BIG CITIES WHO ARE AL-
MOST LIKE WIDOWS,

&-

Their Husbhands Seldom at Home, Ex-

cept When Eating or Asleep—The
Newspaper Man's Life,

*

8t. Lonis Post Dispatch.
There are many women in St. Louis who

declare they might as well be old maids as
far as the soclety of their husbands is con-
coerned, They dart across the matrimonial
horizon with meteoric swillness, and their
wives see so little of them that they hardly
have time to kecp acquainted. The lot of
these women is full of dissatisfaction and
anxicty, and it is little wonder that they
not infrequently complain.

Notable among them are the wives of fire-
men, policemen, politicians and morning
newspaper men. Though married, they are
practically widows, vet have all the cares |
of a household, to say mothing of hourly

| by a street car,

anxiety concerning their husbands' safetys
In the days of courtship it was different.
With breathless interest they listened to |
their sweethearts' tales of rescues at fires,
daring captures of thieves and murderers

‘ here

at the point of a revolver, clever political
coups and victories and glowing *‘scoops™ |
recorded by the morning press, and each |
loving maiden considered her own sweet- |
heart the bravest and most dashing hero in
the world. They saw cach other frequent-
ly, and took little thought of the future

beyvond the date of the wedding, when cruel
night should separate them and plunge the
wite into the depth of anxiety and the hus-
band into temptation and danger. !

The life of the policeman is one that is
not to be envied from a sbeial standpoint,
and nobody is a greater sufferer on this
account than his wife. If he is employed
at the desk in one of the police stations at
night he must be there ready for duty at
7 o'clock in the evening and remain until
7 o'clock the next morning. By the time he
gets home and eats his breakrast the chii-
dren are ready for school and he gets only
a glimpse of them. He must sleep until 4
or » oclock in the afternoon, and by the
time he is ready to leave for work again he
has very little opportunity to converse with
the members of his family. If he is a ser-
geant or a patrolman his social advantages
are even more curtailed. If he is “on the
night”” he must report for duty at 11 o'clock
. m., just at the time when, as the old say-
ng goes, all honest folks ought to be in
bedd.”” and he is not relieved until 11 o'clock
the next morning. In many cases he must
appear in the Police Court or fome other
court to give testimony concerning some
arrest he has made, and he is lucky if he
gets home before the middle of the after-
noon. By that time he is tired and goes to
bed at once, only to rise again about 10
o'clock. By that time the children are
aslecp, and if he sees them awake once a
week—unless he Hves near enough to go
home for breakfast—he considers himself
fortunate. Sometimes, indeed, it happens
that a policeman goes for two or three
weeks at a time without even so much as
speaking to his children, and when he gets
his regular two dayveg of recreation once a
month he is almos=t like a stranger in the
household,

SOME WOMEN'S THOUGHTS.
This state of affairs seems bad enough
of itself, but the wife must bear the heavy
end of the burden. With true wifely solici-
tude for her husband's safety, she lies
awake at night worrying while he walks a
beat in the distance. She imagines that

countless ills bezet his pathway, whereas he
may be safely ensconced in the back room
of some cab or messenger oflice, taking a

quiet nap about 3 a. m. She thinks of him
walkipg around with frost-bitten ears, with

a high wind raging and the thermometer
at 3 degrees below zero, whereas, in all
probability, he is in some saloon giving the

bartender a “jolly" and smoking or drink-
ing occasionally at the latter's expenso
while toasting his toes in fronl of & red-not
stove, taking time, about once an hour,
to run around the block and see If anybody
has been killed in the meanuime. But
these thoughts do not occur to the mind
of the good wife. In her perturbed faucy
she sves her liegelord walking bravely
along, earning every nickel of his salary
while thieves and murderers and highway
robbers are lyving in wait for him to wash
their hands in his gore. As a malter of
fact these men are doing thelr best to dodge
her husband and all policemoen, but the wire
does not take these facts into consideration
and =0 worries on through the night. She
remembers the time he was shot or stabbea
while engaged in the verformance of his
duty, and now they brought him home,
bloody and with a deathly pallor on his
face, and she cannot blot the remem-
brance from her mind. She constantly fears
a repetition of the scene, or that he willy
be killed outright, He bids her not to wor- |
ry, but to her fethinine way of thinking his
words are intended to gloss over ithe real
situation and she only frets the more,

The only actual danger to which a police<
man is exposed is the murderous instinet
of some robber whom he surprises in the
act of committing a crime or the prob-
ability of being cut or shot by some des-
perate character whom he may attempt to
arrest. These dangers, however, even in a
large city, are not omnipresent, but of the
dearth of social featlures in a poiiceman’s
life there can be no doubt,

But the fireman's wife! There is the little
woman who has a genuine grievance, 1f her
husband were a policeman and could be at
home every day or every night she would
be happy. But he must sleep at his engine
house six nights out of the week, and nght-
ing fires and rescuing women does not seem
as romantic to her as it did in the days
of their courtship. Then she thought of
him only as & hero. Now she thinks of him
in the double role of husband and father,
w the fear of danger is ever present.

en she is awakened during the night by
the fierce clang of gongs and the rattling
of horses’ hoois on the paved streety she
moans in anticipation of tne danger he may
encounter. She recalls some or the tefrible
disasters that have occurred at fires in
which men have been crushed by falling
wialls or swallowed up by devouring flames,
and there is no more sleep for her that
night.

rven were not the sense of danger always
before her there is much to detract from
her enjoyment of every day life. She fmust
seek the company of friends or relatives if
she desires to go to any =ocial event or pub-
lic entertainment, for she can never count
on her husband's companionship. If one of
her friends is to be married it is certain to
be at a time when he can’t get a night off,
and’ other important evenits take place
when he finds it impossible to  attend.
Further than that, when he has a night oft
he usually prefers to stay at home and get
acquainted with the children, o that the
wite's opportunities for enjoying herseif
outside of the family circle are limited,

THE POLITICIAN'S WIFE.

Then there is the wife of the politician.
Be he a ward heeler or a presidential ean-
didate, there is no essential difference. He
is always ocut at night, either scheming to
keep himself in office or to get some other
fellow into office. During city, state and
aational campaigns he hardly has time to
speak to his wife, for bis presence among
“the boys'" will go far toward disconcert-
ing the enemy—the fellows who are trying
to gobble all the offices—and =saving the na-
tion. The impbrtance of this fact cannot
be overestimated, and he endeavors to im-
press it upon the mind of his wife with a
great display of disinterested patriotism,
Uf course this appeal to her vanity has
some effect, for where is the woman who
does not like to think of her husband as a
potent factor in the affairs of the com-
munity in which he resides?

But there are many drawbacks to enjoy-
ment in her case. While it is pleasant to
contemplate her husband as a leadger of
men, there i8 no telling at what hour a lot
of men will be leading her husband home
with a ¢ase of “hydrophobia.” FPolitical
activity Is very wearing on the system,
and a “constant drop” or lHgquor such as is
dispensed during the campaign season will
unaermine the hardest constitution. Boe-
sides this, the wife is practically isolated
from society during her husband's busy
months, and this of {tself s enocugh 1o make
her melancholy, 0 say nothing of the
probability of having the furniture wrecked
at midnight. Still, political preferment
means more money and better living, and
many of these dames, of high and low de-

ree, are willing to bear with the ills of the
present for the sake of the good they may
eventually bring.

Another poor woman who has a hard time
is the wife of the morning newspaper man.
She might as well be in the Fijl islands,
as far as assoclation with her hushand is
concerned. Be he city editor or & common
ordinary reporter, he must be at the oftice
at 1230 o'clock p. m., ready for the daily
scramble after the elusive item, and he
must Keep on scrambling until midnight.
By the time he waits for an owl car and
gets home and to sleep it Is 1:30 or 2 o'clock
in the morning, and he will hardly rise be-
fore 10. That lcaves him two hours to talk
to his wife and eat “breakfast,” and half
an hour to get back to the otfice, He works

saven nl

bly one Sunday night off during the month,

ts out of the week. with proba- |

and his wife almost forgets what It is to
go out with her hushand in pubiic.

If he is on the “late wateh” he must re-
main at the office until 2 or 3 e'clock in
the morning. but the copy reader and the
versiatile police reporter never gel away
until 2:30 a. m. In the summer they do not
reach home until after daylight, and by the
time they again reach the office in the aft-
ernoon nearly everybody else in the city is
thinking about quitting work for the day.
In the winter they ﬁurdl_\' dayligzht
from one week 1o another, and it is only by
reading the newspapers that they are ena-
bled 1o Keep in touch with the world, They
lead a dog’'s e, and it is little wonder that
some of them seek surcease of sorrow iIn
the flowing bowl. Then they get fired.

But what of the poor wife? Her reporter
hushband has filled her so full of thrilling
stories of the dangers he has met. seen and
vonquered that she is ready to believe any-
thing, and Imagines everytiing. In her
fancy she sees him going into dark places
and getting shot or “"half shot,”” or run over
and there is no teliing at
what time he will be taken home markeda
with the result of one of these three con-
ditions. She would be baetter off without
4 husband, and that Is why so many gal-
lant and magnanimous yvoung men in the
newspaper business never get married.

If he has children he never sees them
but once or twice 4 week, and then only for
an hour. When he gets home they are In
bed and asleep. When he gets up they
are at school. On Saturdays and Sundays
only he finds them at home when he gets
up. and then they are frequentiy out play-
ing. The old joke about the voy who, On
being chastised by his fatheey, complained
to his mother that “that man who comes
Sundays had sglapped him’™ applies
with peculiar force to newspaper mo..,

But the wives of these are not ine only
ones who suffer from enforced negligence
on the part of their husbands. There are
cob drivers, telegraph operators, barten-
ders, waiters, hotel cierks and scores of dir-
ferent Kinds of laboring men who work at
night and who get to see their families and
friends only at rare intervals. Night work
is responsible for many of the lils of lite,
and is almost as baneful as murder.

~t P

AEGRO MINSTRELS.

F Tt

The Rise and Growth of a Popular
Form of Entertninment,

Philadelnhia Times,

Som.chow the name minstrel takes us
back to those feudal dayvs when the trouba-
dour wandered from castle to castle, sing-
ing his songs to the noble ladies and the
rovhber barons. The negro minstrel of ante-
bellum days simply wandered from town
to town. In the days “befo’ de wah, sah,”™
the advent of a company of strolling play-
ers was hailed with delight. Then the
Hutchinson family and the Swiss Bell-ring-
ers were about the only forms of publie
entertainment country people had; and they
wanted something different; something in
another artistic direction. And, happiiy. in
negro minstrelsy they found just what they
wanted. Few of us at this late day can
adequately realize the eagerness with
which the people in the country anticipated
the coming of negro minstrels. For days
and weeks nothing else of importance in
the places was talked of. On the night of
the great event the barn or hall was
crowded to its rafters, The exquisite fool-
ing of the Impersonator never falled to
“bring down” the house, and ““Mistah
Johnsing,” with his big mouth and his big
words, split the ears of the groundlings.
ut, above all, it was the simpie folk songs,
with their mirthful and fluent melody, that
touched most deeply the sentiments and
hearts of the listeners, The singer only
needed the inspiring presence and applause
of his audience to improvise some addition-
al verses to the cat-like picking of his ban-
jo. Very rarely an audience went away
without the Teeling that they had received
the worth of their hard-earned money.
After the minstrel troupe had departed, the
quips and cranks of the "end men” were
on everyvbody's lips, and the questions, the
gaes, the attitudes of the interrogator were
repeated for the twentieth time with the
same keen relish which they excited the
very first time. Indeed, the latest hit or
comment on current events was not coms-
rl--h- till Dan Emmet, Dan Bryant or Char-
ey Backus had added his say to it. Thus
negro minstrelsy was a success from the
start. Jt was a purely native product, for
it smacked of the soil. It presented a new
and Interesting type of charaqter. It fur-
nished fresh materials for thé stage. It
canght instantly the popular fancy and
tickled immensely the public ear.

It was only natural that the plantation
negro, with all his Yaults, follies and fun,
should, in time, flind a permanent place
upon the American stage. Sixty years ago
plantation life, in its varjous phases, was a
senled book to the people of the North,
Travelers who vigited the sunmy South
often imagined themselves in a land of
milk and honey and of song. Yet there was
something In the temperament of the negro
people, in the character! of their history
and in the nature of their folk songs that
appealed to the dullest imagination. Be-
sldes having had & dark and checkered
career, the negro was o strange compound
of many old and strongly marked charac-
teristice. But over all there reigned a
strange spirit of humor, of fancy, of mu-
sic and of poetry, Added to this, there were
burning political and “social conditions of
negro life which, later on, found dramatie
expression in Mrs. Stowe's “Uncle Tom's
Cabin."”” Strange to say, A native of Ohio,
Dan Emmet by name, {8 said to have been
the first performer to present the planta-
tion negro on the stage. And =0 Emmet
must =tand as sponsor to negro minstrelsy
in this country. At an early age Dan could
play =killfully on the violin, and bcfore he
was twenty vears of age he was fiddling
for Stickney’'s ecireus, It wag in his travels
with the circus that he picked up those ma-
terials of negro life and negro character
which so surp and delighted our
Northern folk. The yvears 1842-43 are given
as the time in which Dan and three oth-
ers got together and presented their odd
bits of darkey dialect and music. These
presentations first attracted the attention
of old man Howe, who, for many years,
managed a ecircus on the Bowery. He ad-
vised the “boyvs” to go ahead and to en-
large their programme, At first no burnt
cork was used. One night Emmet and his
band blackened their faces and took part
in a benefit given in the old Chatham-
street Theater, in New York. The change
was received with shouts of delight, and
after that burnt cork minstrelsy was the
only thing. For séeveral years Emmet and
his companions traveled through the coun-
try, and, as already Intimated, people in
the country went wild over the great hit.
S0 great was the succeess of the four min-
sgtrels that Weleh engaged them to perform
in his circus at a salary of 8400 n week—-n
truly extravagant figure for minstrel talent
iin those days,

The success of Emmet's minstrels led to
the formation of many other troupes, One
of the best known was that of Charley
White, located on the Bowery, in New York
city, opposite the old theater, It was there
that Mort Saxon and Johnny Diamond
muade their mark in the profession. In
dancing the “Esscnee of Old Virginny”™
Saxon is said to have equaled the agility
and ease of Daddy Rice himself. Those who
can remember the farces like “The Magic
Penny.,” and songs like “Hard Times,” still
harbor a sneaking sympathy for Charley
White and hjs confreres. Another one of
the early organizations was that of George
Christy. It was he who first gave voice to
a number of such popular séengs as
“Suwanee River,” “Old Kentucky Home,”
“AMassa’'s in the Cold, Cold Ground'—
songs which gave to the late Stephen C,
Foster not only a reputation and a name.
b songs which will Hve until we are all
dust, Christy was courageous enough to
take his minstrel show to London, but his
boldness was abundantly rewarded, The
Engilish neonle flocked to the house night
after night to laugh at and applaud the
broad studies of darkey life. The name of
“Jim Crow' soon became a household word,
and “wheel about, turn akout,” was in
great vogue, In London “nigger minstrels™
{as they were then called) are still a per-
manent feature. Indeed, some have gone as
far as to say that several curlous English
lkleas of our country and our institutions
must have been obtained from the min-
strels,

It was some yvears before a well-organized
minstrel troupe located permanently in a
clty. What was known as “Emmet's Varie-
ties” settled in Chicago. It was the first
local minstrel show to obtain lasting suc-
cess2, This was in 1(:1";,_ Two or three years
later Dan Bryant formed his famous or-
ganization in New York. It was in Bryant's
that *“Dixie’ first came out as a walk-
around. This song, perhaps; as much as
any one thing, brought Bryant into popular
favor. After his death a first-class min-
strel  troupe was formed by Birch and
BEackus, on Broadway. Charles Backus was
the son of a Presbyterian minister. and, if
he did not wag his jaw in the pulpit, he
struck some comic attitudes on the stage.
He was quite an original character. His
strong point lay in making jokes and gags
and songs upon the gossip and seandal of
the day. Thus the Beecheér trial furnished
material for Backus and rich fun for a de-
lighted audience. In name only were Birch
and Backus negro minstrels. The blacked
faces of the men were by no means neces-
sary for the characters which they intended
to represent. Only In & small way were
their matertuls taken from studles of dark-
ey life. In all this they have been followed
by subsequent minstrels. The impersonator
no longer directs his efforts to present ne-
gro life and character. Take Emerson and
Thatcher, both of whom followed in the
footsteps of Birch and Backus. What were
their greatest hits? Billy Emerson’s as an
Irish policeman; Thatcher in making a
stump =neech,

~a—~O—-

Mental Science Unthusinst.
Life.

“All digeasze comes from the fear of 1t

Disputant—But children have ng thought
of sickness.

“Oh, they are surrounded by an atmos-
phere of anxiety. Children wauld never be
sick if it were not for their mothers wor-
rving about them.”

“Yeg, 1 see. Then please account for a
recent epidemic of scarlet fever in an or-
phan asylum.”

| coming
{ men who caught fish fo sell, all were wel-

THE COLONEL AND THE MAJOR :

They were agriculturists pure and sim-
ple, but, seen riding down the creek, cach

astride a stalwart horse, one hand on the
bridle, the other grasping a long fishing-
pole, their appearance was not unmartial;

they looked like knights of old bearing
lances to the charge, the canteens and balt-
cans slung at their saddles helping out the
lustration. It was when other people
came to the mill to fish that these veteran
pre-empitrs of the ground, or rather of the
pond, retired down stream. They always
brought saddles along with them for use In
such emergency. They had their own
method of fishing, and certain favored se-
cret gpots which afforded them more for-
tune and gratification than others. The
presence of picnic parties or buggy-loads of
E4Y young soprismen was an interference;
besides, the laughing and talking annoyed
them. Fishing with them was a serious
delight, not to be uhdertaken in any light
frame of mind.

The Ulee pond was by all odds the best
fish pond in that part of South Carolina;
80 sald the major, and he had given each
and all faithful trial. It was known, sir, in
Daggett’s time, for its fine fish, It was a
set thing for each newly installed Governor
to go there with his staff and dine off of
fish. Fish fresh-caught, sir, plumped right
out of the water into the frying-pan. Fish
and corn bread. That was the bill of fare;

but such fish and such corn bread —!"

and the major's fat hand laid expressively
on the seat of life would put a fitting period
to his peroration.

The colenel and the major, though one
lived twelve miles from the pond in one
direction and the other thirteen miles in an-
other, were far more zealous of the ad-
vantages of that plece of property lhun\ the
owner. Mr. Ulee did not care who fished at
the pond so long as they closed the pasture
gate securely after them in going in and
out. Squatters, indigent darkies,

come, so far as he was eoncerned, so long
as they did not injure anything of real
value, From the owner's point of view the
fish were a small matter, something of
which he never thought except when heiped
at table to a specially well-flavored piece
of trout or bream. He was a Northern
man driven South by the need of a softer
climate. His health was poor and his busi-
ness interests many.

“1 never deliberately sought a holiday in
my life. 1 know nothing about tishing or
hunting. I really don t believe 1 could load
a gun or pistol,” he said one dav to the
colonel and the major, who were lunching
on his mill dam when he passed, and who
hastened to offer hospitality.

It is safe to say that each of his listeners
regarded him with a feeling that had in it
a gquality of awesomeness, “A man who
did not value the good things at his door,
who allowed pot-hunters to make free on
his land and actually to set nets in that
rare pond!” They ecould not comprehend
him. He, on his part, regarded them as
mildly demented. When, as he flung wide
his window shutters at dawn to grasp the
bell rope that hung without and ring an
alarm that would warn his plow hands to
work, he caught sight of a yvellow umbrella
moving through the pasture woods, he woR-
dered vaguely w{mt the attraction could be
that could rousd a man from his bed at
midnight 1o go jolting over regoty roads to
a country millpond.

The colonel and the major had been
friends from boyhood. They had attended
the same school at irregular intervals, and
the same sociables and public functions
afterwards. Later they swapped opinions
on cotton-planting. and swapped dogs and
compared shotguns, When the war broke
cut they went in, heart and soul, and came
out unscathed, to find things rather unpro-
pitious for comfortable living, When the
odds had reconciled themselves, and they
found that the getting back any degree of
their former prosperity inveolved a contin-
ual struggle and contention and something
that closely resembled work, they each took
to philosophy and tishing.

With all the experiences and vicissitudes
they had shared there was one phase of
life that had no common entrance for them.
The colonel had been married, and the
major had not, and, what was more, he tol-
erated no female person in his sight. He
lived in bachelor seclusion on his sandy
plantation with only men attendants. The
place yielded barely enough income to sup-
l‘»prt him with the necessities of existence.

ears before he had been wont to give gay
dinners there, and never to count ex se
and never lack for people to carry ouf@his
bidding. He never invited company w
but he was content enough. When he died
whatever was left of his land would go to a
nephow in the up-country, who, although
he had espouscd the Populist cause, yet
held o warm place in his uncle’s heart.

The colonel, on the other hand, was just
a little bit under petticoat government.
His sister Hattic made a home for him,
and spoiled energetically the boy who
would one day inherit the mace, if there
was anything left of It to Inherit. Miss
Hattie did not think there would be any-
thing left, for the colonel was ruinously
given 1o doing whatever suited his pleasure
best. Miss Hattie was a loyval woman,
though, and well grounded in the beljef
that no one of her sex, whatever might
be her gifts and intuition, could ever be
wiser than the ordained lords of creation.
She sighed sometimes when a more than
usually glaring negligence of the colonel's
came to her nctice, but she patiently lined
and bound with green his broad-brimmed
fishing hats, that they might last longer.
and made him new game and shot bags
when the old ones wore out. She did more;
she wrote his letters for him, read to him,
and made him disastrously comfortable.

When the sap began to run up in the
spring and the February plowing became
important, the colonel commenced to take
proportionate interest in corks, in lines, in
all manner of hooks and flies and trolls,
He invested in new relavs of canes and
lived In an abstracted atmosphere. Men
who came to make contracts with him
found him eager to get through and be off,
and very naturally availled themselves of
loopholes in the conditions he imposed,
Only once Miss Hattie ventured to say,
under stress of aggravation, that the black
mafe used on those constant expeditions
to the pond might be better employed in
the spring plowing. Her  brother so
demenned himself on the oceasion that she
never repeated her remonstrance,

The black mare knew the road to Ulee's
ond as well as she knew her manger. She

new the holes to avold, the stumps to go
round, the turn-outs to make, where a tree
had fallen or a quagmire yawned. Her
wewiecessors had been careful travelers
ikewise. The colonel knew something
about a horse.

In prosperous days the colonel and the
major both would arrive at the pond with
a retinue of attendants in their wake, the
black folk enjoying the outing as much as
their masters, As things got more down-
in-the-mouth with them they dlspensed
with first one and then another of these
supposedly indispensable servants; at last
they took to driving over with only a small
boy in tow, or with no boyv at all

Dick the miller was on hand. He had a

feeling for fishermen, and was a fair cook
and water bearer amd balt digger as well.
There was no mald in all their long-gone
vouth (for it was =ald that it was because
he had been jilted that the major had taken
such a dislike to women) courted more
assiduously than the black-skinned miller.
The colonel and the major knew the pond
wall enough to make sure that they could
know it better, infinitely better. The
miller lived near it His cabin was
only a little way off in the woods,
He was wont to get up at all hours
of the night and go across the dam to sce
how the water stood; if the gates must be
raised or lowered. There was no fish hole
or cunningly hidden fishbed in all that
pond that he did not know. If he was kept
in good humor these secrets might be won
from him. All the colored fisherfolk in
the neighborhood, men and women and
children, loked upon the miller as a sort
of store from whom they could get fishing
apparatus on application. It was known
lhitt.l his white patrons kKept him well sup-
yied.
I It is difficult to gay which phase of the
day’'s outing at Ulee’s pond the colonel and
the major enjoved the most: pessibly break-
fast, breakfast under the gnarled maple
that shadowed the dam, with Dick in at-
tendance, as waliter., The fine-tlavored
fresh-caught tish and the coffee—coffee with
mavbe just a dash of something stronger
in it—were inspiration to the colonel, who
usually talked then at his best There was
an urbanity, an evenness, ahout the major,
that was lacking in the colonel,

The colonel was huffy sometimes, and in
sunny, melting mood at others. He had
had varied hobbies in his day, and now, in
the afternoon of life, he was riding one
harder than ever. The black miller was not
unappreciative of the powers of oratory.
He was spinxlike, not only in looks, but in
inscrutability, but he would not have
missed the talk at those morning collations
for worlds. The colonel's hobby was his
interyretation of state politics. When he
got on and rode the hardest, Dick was most
entertained. The colonel knew well enough
that he and the major too, and others of
ke 11K, were “back numbers,” so 10 speak,
in the management of county or State af-
fairs: but the statesmen of the old regime
wore dear to his soul, and he was fond of
airing their views and of drawing personal
comparisons between them and the men
then in charge.

He had apparently swallowed intact
whole pages, whole volumes, of senatorial
and ‘u&rnntoﬂal utterances, and, when in
the mood, would let loose l.b‘; tiood of his

—

aAcquired eloquence on whatever or who-
CVET chanced to be present. Perhaps one
secret of the colonel's friendship tor the

(| Plackd major was that the latter scidom
| cared to air opinions of his own, and never

offered to stem the tide of other people’s
oratory. The major did not l‘l‘t‘urﬁ'ﬁ:ﬁ to be
versed in history or letters. When his col-
league undertook to swamp everything with
words on these subjects, he listened with
patient resignation and perhaps took pleas-
ure in his triend's superior knowledge. The
colonel was a picture as, waving his tin
coffee cup rather recklessly, he would
square himself against the crusty trunk of
the maple and spout patriotism and high-
flown sentiment by the yard. At _sm-h
times Dick, from his posi near by, would
gaze in open-mouthed wonder and admira-
tion. never once taking his eyes off of the
colone:'s beak-like visage.

It was one morning when breakfast under
the maple had been delayed until almost 10
o'clock, owing to the slowness of fish to
appreciate the worms offered, that some-
thing unprecedented happened. The colonel
had denocunced the .Populists as noodles,
as idiots, dunderheads, what, not, pn-'lac-
ing adjectives more emphatic than elegant,
and was fairly launched on a sonutorin!
speech delivered in 1833, which he hfui oy
heart, when the major, who must have ll.yi
indigestion for some unwonted ill, ventured
to raise a feeble word in behalf “t- the dtal--
nounced faction. Perhaps it was the
thought of the young up-country leg&t!atgr
that prompted the luckless protest. e lh;;t
as it may, there ensued a scene tha_t made
black Dick’s frog-like eyes bulge out fur-
ther than ever. He saild afterwards th‘:u
he stood ready to jump in between the tv:u,
fearing that godless deeds might be done.

“The colonel tair shook his fist in the
major's face and danced with rage, -tt-llls
Dick, “and I didn’t know how things wou ld
come out, 'cause none of the major s people
ever been cowards. Well, the major he up
and told things as I never expected to hear,

fall down. The major's a big man; when h.:
gets roused all through it takes a tnigh_};;
heap to quiet him. it seems like he “il...
notionate not to fight the colonel, but he
was mad enough to kill him, and 1 was fix-
in’ to run quick to the buggy un_d‘thrm\
‘way the pistols which I knowed was there
ander the seat. After they had buse each
other till they was 'gain wore out, l’hu-fl
they drive off home madder than hornets,
and neither of 'em shew their face to the
yond in a long time. I know that hurt em,
cause it was just the pick time fer pleas-

uring theyself,”
o (™ , 1 the major h}ld fa“t'n out,
The colonel and th “{ng D e

and Mr. Ulee, as he :
1’_::1:'11'!:1& no more saw the yellow umbrella
trundling through the trees. ;
One morning late in the season, as Dick
was raising a particplarly obstinate gate,
the major loomed in fight. The miller, who
had missed his patrons sadly,

weather, > . :
and decided to fish down in front of the
mill on the sheeting. When the mill had
sawed lumber, the sheeting had been kept
as smooth and level as a noor. Now there
were holes in it, holes that wily trout and
bream knew well, and that the major Knew
likewise.

“Bring down my chair, Dick,” he called
as he descended the step path that led 10
the lower level, and Dick cheerfully obeyed.
The colonel and the major both had given
him stont home-made chairs, in charge, to
be kept in the mill house and brought forth
when wanted. There was no bank to fish
from down in front of the mill. There was
water in between the race way and the
running stream which moved the wheels
of the little grist miil further over. In or-
der to fish in desirable spots off of the
sheoting. the fisher had to stand in water
up to the knee. With their accustomed
consideration for comfort the colonel and
the major had devised these unique chairs,
fn which they would sit just out of the cur-
rent in midstream for hours, with their
feet and legs cased in high rubber boots,
They had not been wont to talk much
when seated thus, vis-a-vis, but eloguent
glances would be interchanged as good
luck or ill befell the business of the mo-
ment, .

Dick was pleased to see the major in his
accustemed chair. and against the time
that he should want breakfast he pro-
coeded to kindle a fire. It was while on
his knees on the dam, blowing np some
half-dead embers, that the rumble of
wheels attracted higs notice, and on look-
ing up who should be coming but the col-
onel, driving along smartly, and interested
as usual. =
“Whera is the best fishing to-day, Dick?
he asked cherily as he stepped carefully to
the ground. He had a twinge of rheuma-
tism sometimes in winter. The tall mill-
house priovpnted the colonel's seeing wWho
shed below.
ﬁl)lck hesitated. He looked up at the =un,
and he walked to the railing of the bridge
over the tank and looked at the water
mark. “I'd try the pond, colonel.” he said.
“My boy, Dave, there can praddle you up
hq‘pﬁlg ‘eolonel also consulted the oracles,
“This i the very day for the sheeting,
Dick.” he said., after some hesitation.
“Where's my chair?”

“Right there in the millhouse, Mass .f.‘-ol-
onel,” =aid ick in humble mmd.. but
there's snmc-hodyhﬁshin' on the shetr;:ig now.

avbe they might go away prese ~
M"%"h“ﬁ o:x" black man?”’ asked the c-f.r.lonel.
“Anvbody likely to catch anything?

“Yes, I reckon s0,” said Dick, shaking his
head sagely. I reckon they knows a good
deal 'bout the fish round this mill. It's
Major Bonham what's down there, sir,
Must T tote down your chair?”

The colonel never changq«} countenance,
“Certainly, carry the chair,” he command-
ed. I fish where I please. Why should T zo
blundering up the pond like a blamed fool 7™

The chair was carried and the colone] in-
stalled just off the sheeting, a little lower
down on the opposite side from where the
major was. The latter never moved an
evelash when the colonel came to place,
Mayvbe he didn't gee¢ him.

Dick. perplexed how to act under the dra-
matic circumstances, sent Dave, after a
time. to ask the colonel when he wanted
breakfast. In the meantime he, Dick, had
abstracted the colonel’s shining little re-
volver from under his bugey cushion and
hidden it on top of a far-back bale of cot-
ton in the dark millhouse. “The colonel
too much like flash in the pan.” he u_:u:-
tered as he did this. “No use he gein' to
jail at his age.”

The major's breakfast was delayo«! until
the colonel’'s might be prepared. .lethvr
was served under the maple. Dick’s desire
was to dissipate unpleasant reminiscence,
not foster it. The major ate his meal near
the hollow-hearted willow where the bat-
teau was moored, and the colopel camped
by his hamper in the millhouse door. Dick
waited assiduously on both, and dispatched
his Dave to the spring for drinking water
instead of going himself, as usual. He felt
it best not to be out of the way.

Neither fisherman was in good humor,
They had had no luck, a wonderful thing,
Had it not been for the bit of bacon they
had brought aiong there would have been
no relish to go with the corn bread and
coffee. All through the sunny noon hours
the fishermen held their post, but few fish
came to the hook, a phenomenon that each
commented on in barely audible syllables
to Dick. In the afternoon the colonel got a
fine mormouth, and drove off home only
a half hour after his quondam friend had
left the ground.

Fishing continued very poor for a week,
and, to add to the discomfiture of the major
and colonel, who came regularly each day
and larly refused to recognize each
other, they found themselves barred out of
the pond. Mr. Ulee had given Dick orders
that no one was to fish in the pond without
gpecial permission; over the stream below
tLe mill he had no jurisdiction. A picnic
party having mutilated the edges of his
cotton rows that lay on the road, and hav-
ing left the pasture gate wide open, had
roused him to self-assertion. The colone]
and the major. each in his respective chalr
on the sheeting, watching bobbing corks
that seldom gave a decisive, promising
duck-under, were down in the dumps over
the pond-owner's change of attitude to-
wards sportsmen; each spoke to the miller,
at times, of the wonderful falling off in
the creek-fishing, and the despondent out-
look for future trolllng; in the pond if Mr,
Ulee continued in this frame of mind.

One noonday a wagon laden with bags of
corn came to mill, and after having nlled
his hopper and placed Dave in charge, Dick
went down on the sheeting and told the
colonel a piece of news. Dick was puzzled
as to which fisherman he should tell his
news to first, and, not being able to declde,
he did the next best thing, he went up te
the most aggressive of the two and spoke
in tones loud enough for the other to hear,

clean across the creek from bank to bank
down by the Whabey place,”” he told,
“Mack Allen druv up there this mornin’
and he seed it with his own eyes, and seed
one of Mr. Ramage's hands, that big Jim
islend nigger, takin® fish out of the
trap. 'Taint no wonder people don't catch
nothin'.”

The colonel and the major had been sit-
ting llke statues all the morning . they had
sat so for over a week, under goodness only
knows what tempting promptings to speak.
Dick's news being of such an overwheiming
nature, scted like a bombshell and
the unnatural silence all to fHinders,

“By gad! major; but that's an outrage!”
gald the colonel, looking across stream.

The major responded with equal warmth,

d ation, to the intense delight of
?Il:f gllg'“und of the bearer of the Impor-
tant news.

“Mr. Ulee can control his own mill-pond,
but this is a navigable stream. and no one
has & right to obstruct it,”" sald the colonel,
“We've got the law on our side.”

“We've got the law,” agreed the major,
“hut we've got no money. Maoreover, cur
lend does not touch this stream at any
point, and 1 doubt if, just as our objection
would be, we could gain a hc-urlnggl.“

The colonel looked thounghtful, Then his
face brightened, “Let off all your water,
Dick.” he urged; ‘run it day and night and

bl the d—n fish-trap to thunder.
L g::mck-hookhum “I got to

and he was that white 1 looked for him to |

welcomed |
him cordially. The major took notes of the |
the depth of water, and so on, |

“Mr. Bill Ramage has got a wire fish-trap !

blew |

and the two revelled in expletives of wrath |

grind,” he reminded. “Can’t grind with
the water running and the pond
down., 1'd lose my place to-morrow."

“Tell you what,” said the major. “Ulea
is the biggest property owner round
you go see him, colonel, you know how to
talk, (Dick coughed at 1his), and get him to
prosecute this stamage. lell him that the
lsh wore meant for the many, not for
few, and that this trap across the cresk
an insuit to him."”

The colonel looked thoughtful again.
tapped  his forehead for Insplration. ™
won't go to see Ulee,” he said, “but I'')
get Hattie to draw up a petition and 'l
get every man who fisnes in this stream to
sign it, you and all the others. Liee's
bound to notice that.”

It was now the major's turn to meditate,
He walked several paces down stream in
hizs rubber boots and then faced the
colonel. ““The petition is a good ldea,” he
£aid, “but why net get my nephew . to in-
terfere in the Legislature for us? This
a public matter. | know you don't like the
new party, neither do 1, but they're in
power and we like to fish. We don't like
1o be driven into a corner.™

The situation was ticklish, Dick was
scared, but the colonel didn't catch fire;
instead he grabbed his old friend by the

arm.

“You're right” he said; *“that's what
we'll do, and, major, if you'd like to have
that liver and white pup of mine, 1’1l send
him over to-night.”

—~Olive F. Gunby, in New York Evening

Pos=t,
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WONDERFUL FISH.
If They Can't Get Beef Thejy'll Eat
Gunhoaits and Ironeclads.
New York Sun.

Andrew and Christian Christiansen, the
Swedish-Americans who are going to the
Orinoco next month for alligator hides and
birds' feathers, feel aggrieved that their
statements about the carnivorous caribes
fisth were so condensed in the account of
them printed in the Sun on Sunday. It
was said then, on the authority of the
Christiansens, that the caribee was a fish
with o ceylindrical body, perhaps two inches
in diameter and elght or nine inches
and that its fondness for blood was so N
that v would gnaw through the hull of a
boat with the object of scuttling the =same
and chewing up the boatzmen. Students of
natural history will from this description
rocognize a nish well known to South Amer-
fran travelers as a dangerous enemy 10
him who would take a bath in the Orinoco.
Swimmers have been bitten so badly by
this tish, we are told by the natural his-
tories, that they have grown faint from
lozs of blood and have been drowned.

The Christiansens, In an interview yes ers
day afternoon, added many new incgients
to the record of the fish which they call the
caribee. The simple Scandinavians meet
casily any intimation that their rts are
inaccurate or exaggerated. The m' lw
twil, they say, must be so, because they
hil.\'!i'- lwru there to see. And thart, of course,
settles it

“The first time T had my attention ate
tracted to the fish,” =aid Christian, "“‘wa®
one day when 1 had allowed a fold of &
rubber blanket to fall over the gunwale
and dip into the water. When I drew it
into the boat 1 found that the part of the
blanket that had been uander the surface
was gone. Where it had been was an oval
hole, the edges all scalloped as neatly as
though it had been cut with an old-fashe-
ioned pinking iron. Just under the surface
were a lot of those devilish chub-like
fishes, but it never occurred to me to con-
pect them with it. I leaned over the side
to see what there was in the water that
could have done the thing. My hat brim
dipped in just an inch or so. Aljnost in &
second there was a rush of ose
toward it; they came like a flight of stones,
1 ducked my head back and the hat fell
into the water, There was a clicking like
forty pair of shears and a sound of ripping,
and the hat was gone. The wicked things
had eaten it. The whole performance
scared me, and I sculled ashore to ask
about it. There the natives told me that
the incident was very common. and that
the only reason why the fish didn't come
through the bottom of the boat was bee
cause it had been smeared with the ofl come
ressed from the bodles of the caribees,

ou can't catch them with net or
you know: they would simply feed on =
things. The only way to kill them is to
coax a school of them to the surface
hanging a bit of meat over the water
then shooting a load of buckshot into them,

“The boats of the Venezuelan navy are
all protected with the oil in that A
Ironclads, to0? Why, of course. The
bee dotes on iron or steel. While we were
in the middle of a school of them one time
a fool Venezuelan servant of mine dm
my Winchester. He caught it In
but the muzzie had dipped into the water
and was cut off perfectly clean. It hap-
pened, though, that the blamed muzzle was

too long for alligator shooting, an , and
the cutting off rather improved {t‘.nyuter-
the same

can see the tooth marks on It

ward Andy shortened his gun
WwWay—y
still. SHow it to you? I'm sorry, but wa
left the outfit at Culdad Bolivar when we
came north.” N

“Had we better tell them about the Vene

ezuelan naval reserve, Chris?” asked Ahe

drew, and, answering his brother's nod, he
continued:

“The Veaezuelan government is poor. Its

var material is small, and it can't aff
to buy more. Twenty miles south of the
Cassiaquara Junction there is an in
which the government has impounded thous
sands of caribees. They are fed twice dally
by driving 2 bunch of cattle out into
inlet. Sometimes one of the beeves
get knee deep into the water before the
caribees see it and make their onslaught,
It Is a pathetic yet a horrifying sight to
see the animals’ legs cut through in an in-
stant at the water's level, so that the
falls with a splash when its lege are
from beneath it. For half an hour
the animals are fed a bugler In thehm
lrla.ys the ‘Dead March in Saul.' The se-
ection of this plece was made In the
barbarous days, when it was customary
('If';“::lﬂ ,u';‘urillnrs by cast ltlu-m to e
caribees, at was stop ong
nowadays the playving of the buﬂ:ﬂ its
practical value. If ever in time of war fore
elgn ships should attempt to sall up
Orinoco above tide line (the caribes
gtrictly a fresh water fish), the shep
of the caribees would embark in a swift
launch, and, accompanied by a company
of buglers, steam rapidly down the ri
while the buglers played the ‘Dead
in Saul.’ No war ship could withstand the
attack of the awful brigade that would ane
swer the call. Now and then they have
practice drills. We saw one of these re-
views last summer. It was an
sight. First came the shepherds’
insignificant and harmless looking, with
bugler in the sterm =in
?f th.:- {ur;:—ln:il march. r?n. lhn.lt a
engt whind, came a e along
river from bank to hnnk.pg"lotﬂn‘
trees, alligators (which the ordinary
bes does not deign to touch) are omt
two and obliterated by the terrible host
It is the greatest sight [ ever saw.

“The tecth of the caribee are used as the
points for drills and other sharp
tools. On our next trip we ntend to—

“*Sh-h-h!" said Christian.

“1 forgot,” sald Andrew with chnﬁ
They buried their noses In their steins
were silent.

— >

NEXT TO THE ROOFS.

How the Upper Stories of Big Bullde
ings Are Utilized.
New York Commercial Advertiser,

There are a great many New Yorkers)
who are actuated by that curiosity which
leads one to the discovery of the secret
drawers of a cabinet. They are not satis-
fied until they account for every bit of
the space.

“I'm a pretty old New Yorker myselt, '
sald a Wall-street man to-day, “but I've
never realized until lately how many odd
phases and aspects of city life there ';l‘
of which I knew absolutely nothing.
two yvears now I've been wondering v p
what they do with all the upper space In
the old office buildings on lower Broadway,
In the edifices erected within the few
years it is easily accounted for. ut some
of the four and five-story bulldin'gl which
date back thirty years or more offer a de=
lightful mvstery to the man on the outside,
He may dispose of all the places of
nesg within the buildings, but there is
something left. The other day | managed
to go through two or three of these to
gratify my curiosity. [ don't Smxon that
one New Yorker out of a hun has any
idea of the number of homes and familics
that are perched up in the top and rear
of these buildings that loom up at night so
ominous and mysterious. In & good
cases it's the janitor In charge of the of-
fices below who lives up there with his wife
and children, but not alwayvs., 1 went into
one of these homes, made up of three little
rooms, with windows looking out over the
roof tops. Why, sir, it was idylite. The
room was filled with the warm noonday
sunshine, Flowers were growing in great
pots on the window slll. There was in this
little palm of proletaire no disturbing ele-
ment. Over the housetops you could see
the sllver glint of the river and the hills
on the Jersey shore. It filled me with
yvearnings, sir, with yearnings, They may
say that the New Yorker doesn’t know how
the “other half® lives. But 1 don’t hm.
but that theres are times when the ‘othep
half' has the best of It.”

G
Then He Hurried Away.

Chicago Post.

He grew enthusiastic as he felt the touch
of the joyful seasan.

“Signs of spring on every hand."” he
“All nature rejolces. There are the b
and the flowers and the grass and the
trees—-"

“And the shop windows ™ she interrupted,
in her suggestive, Insinuating way.

Bul he was halt way down the steps bes
fore she could say more. He knew
thing about other touches than the
of spring.

ng out the wallsg



